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of the Mormons and Conan Doyle, and over the forbidding Nevada desert to Las Vegas, the Mecca of our modern polygamists. Las Vegas, second only to Reno as a place of easy divorce, is also a gambling centre. I claim to be one of the few people who ever made a profit out of Las Vegas. While waiting at the airport I put a coin into a one-arm bandit (American for fruit machine) and out fell a shower of silver coins. Then I stopped playing.
Hollywood at last, and I stepped out of the airliner to break the dark spell of stuffy cinema illusions in its brilliant sunshine. It was a queer visit. I did not enter a single film studio. In the first place, there was a strike of technicians in progress and their pickets barred the entrances. Secondly, my interests were radio and television. Few people outside America realise that radio is the second industry of Hollywood. The two biggest networks, N.B.C. and Columbia, set a standard in the appointments and accommodation of their radio theatres. Crowds, crazy for free entertainment, swarmed to these theatres every night. Bobby-soxers, crazy with hero worship, brought their birthday cakes and autograph albums, their adulation and their modern equivalents of frankincense and myrrh, to the stage doors.
The N.B.C. guide who, with untiring courtesy, showed me round, spoke of the film and radio stars as we speak of royalty. Clark Gable was "gracious," Bing Crosby was "difficult to see." I met Jack Benny, who during the war had given me a lift from Alexandria to Cairo in his plane. He had not the faintest recollection of having met me before. Even when I reminded him of his crack about Shepheard's hotel (" The only hotel in the world in which, when you put the lights on, it gets darker ") he did not seem to remember. I saw Schnozzle Durante rehearsing, with a frenzied concentration worthy of a better cause. All his energies were centred upon repeating a "puff" line of verse, which he eventually recited like Henry V at Agin-court. I forget what proprietary product was to benefit from this performance. A pity, because if I remembered I would give it the benefit of this extra free publicity undoubtedly merited by the prodigous efforts of Mr. Durante.y orat street-level turned the picture into aterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
